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massive domes and its delicate minarets, from which the
Muezzin would call to prayer, and then all the other
mosques would take up the call*
As I went from my room to the garden through the
corridors I passed many of the huge cells full of prisoners.
I could see them playing cards. Men of all ages and of
all classes, by the look of it, appeared to be muddled
together. They stank as if with pestilence, but it was
merely accumulated dirt. They seemed to be a com-
munity apart, gambling and drinking tea and dragging
their chains about clanking on the floor. They formed
a sort of subterranean world living its own life. Some-
where there was a torture-room for I heard regular
blows and screams and groans, but my guards denied
its existence. All the prison was foul and full of evil
smells.
I was treated now with as much leniency as previously
I had been treated harshly. I was allowed, with my police-
man, to go into the town and buy things. There were
troops in the Great Square practising the goose-step,
but beyond that and many German officers racing about
in powerful cars there was little or no sign of war. This
city appeared to be outside it and uninterested. I
realized that the soul of the Ottoman Empire had long
since fled, but that a few capable vigorous men, such as
Enver, kept flogging the body on to fresh efforts,
In the prison I was given more liberty. My door
was always open. My guard grew slack. One morning
I saw that he was asleep and that his fez had fallen off,
In a second I was out. The greasiness of his fez revolted
me, but I put it on. In the grey light I picked my way

